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for nothing all the time. I dou 
wing will oven be saddled for 
bo-long, for the -present!” 

They separated, Matt Foster!* 
up his position in on 
rings, and Francis Gulwc 


s for t 


uefari 


Thirty seconds after they had i 
away, a youth, clad in Bedford 
breeches and leather leggings issued 
one of the stalls in the line "of s 
within six yards of where they had 

A stable-lad to all appearances, win 
ostensibly been engaged in attendii 
one of the horses. But, in actual im 
was not a stable-dad at all. He was no 


v that Sexton Blake would b 


early everything 


ket coat with a pair of race-glasses slung 
over his shoulder, was ill a quiet corner of 
the stand adjoining Tattersall’s King. 

At Tinker’s approach he looked u-p eagerly. 
His brows knit -as he listened to the story 

to kidnap 
v if . I sup- 


” Don't you see, this Swift wing basine* 


urdeirs. If we t 

LfKo? 


, sir,” replied Tinker 


_ 3 , the jockey, on his guard -e. ___. 

> can change his plans'/” ■ 

“ No; I aba’n’t do that either, becaus 
mat would open Gulwood \s eyes A1 - 
fact that his plot had been dis< 

NoI shall let things take their c 
••Good heavens! What about tl 

harm will come to h.r 
liave just told me that Gulwood ea 
Himself. Con Battle is not to be 
He is just to be -smuggled away, son 
anti kept prisoner till after tile r, 
the Gatbu-ry Cup.” 

“But think of the thousands of 


o Gulwood he stain 


“Tut-tut, laddie! I shall let 
out their plan up to a point, so 
let Gulwood know we have dis 
Bat beyond that point I shall 

“You ^puzzle ^ me altogether. 

"Wait a 1_ __„ 

confidently. You’ll understand 
in good time. Nov 


driving a 


hile,” _. 

understand everything 
then, come with me, 

,,- r - on Gulwood, and also 

on t-heso two villainous bruiseirs whom he’s 
gojpg^to get to do^ tl . 

couple of ruffians now.” 

■' Ye*, they must be Jem Pylash and Chi 


-ood!” whispered Tiu- 
■ corner just outside 
d he’s talking to a 


a find out anything 


CHAPTER 9. 

TheAdventu re at Lonewood Corner. 

was over for the da; 


R 


Battle, mounted on a M2 
■mlrng from the racecourse to the 
i'i nii’iv/r ' . 


with whom, as Francis Gulwood'had 
he^ always stayed during the Gatbu-ry meet- 

Very cheerful and lighthearted was Con, 
for he had had a good day. He had only had 
two mounts, hut ihe had won on both. He 
could have riden in more races had the 
pleased, but he was saving himself for the 
big event tomorrow'—the valuable Gatbury 
Cup, which he hoped to win lor Sir Philip 
Goring, on ins handicap horse Swift wing. 

He particularly liked ' 

Philip, if only 
apprenticeship ii 

wealthy baronet . 

eayse Sir ^ Philip had j 

to his present e 

been champion jockey 

well 


as a horseman. 

Con had neve. __ 

•by riding the highest number of 

- «... a. bad d0l 

•mbit ions 


go far this-year, a 
the list by the ti; 

Being quite young, anu, moreover, one, of 
the very straightest ioekeys riding, Con's 
ambition. was a laudable one, and most of 
those who knew him hoped.that be might 

To win on Swift wing on the morrow would 
be another feather in his cap. especially as 
the horse was of a very queer temper, and 
had of recent months refused to put his heart 
into his work for any other jockey than Con 
himself. 

“I ought to win -on (him,” lie thought to 
himself, as he trotted easily along. “ Swift- 
wms’s nwkward-1 emper ed, hut I know how 
~ i - i -“ doing his best, and lies 
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I Con Battle, he gathered hin 
•ms again, aid, followed by t 
l leading the home, pushed on 


knew well the way to 
i unhesitatingly by varif 
'he trees and undergrov 


1 tong by trees at the back, was a cluster of 
t tumbledown buildings, constructed mainly 
- of wood. They were unoccupied now, and 
rapidly sinking to decay, but in former years 
, the cottage at the end had served as a 
i gamekeeper’s house, while the outbuildings 
l had served as stables and shelter for mem- 
t bers of shooting and hunting-parties who 


That’s all right 1” muttered Jem Pyi; 
thrusting out his big brutal jaw. “ 1 
bis physic like a perlessional ’orspiital 1< 
swinger, and went orf sweet and qu 
’Taint likely anybodv’ll be cornin’ along, 
I’ll get him out o’ eight in. case!” 

Lifting his burden as though the joc 
were a mere feather-weight, the ex-pug 
forced his way through the hedge, and pta 
the ■ unconscious horseman on. the gro 
amid the trees. Then he went back : 
the road, wnere his companion was holt 
Timothy by the bridle. 


ether do a guy nor in- 
Tlhen that’ll leave us 
-ur whistte^nd indulgify 




SEXTON BLAKE LIBKARX. 


19 


firing's cure to. wait till the last mm 
twenty minutes yet before the race, t 

' be,> They’re just starting to put the m 
bers-up!” said the bookmaker, turning 
eyes anxiously towards tilie big frame sc 


CHAPTER 10. 

rhe Race tor th« Gatbury Cup. 

was the second day of the Gatbury 1 
meeting—Cup Day—and, big as the I 


’ be whispered. 1 
ninety. They’ve ( 
e' every where, but I ■ 


they, and considerable iubtla- 
! bookmakers who had laid 
ee. Plainly, they thought as- 


crowd in the ring, and shouting the num¬ 
bers of the competitors in the big race. 

“Two—three-” he called out. "Five 

down to eight. Ten—’leven—twelve. Fif- 
teeor-sixteen—nimst-eru—twenty-two—twenty- 
three. and twenty-four!” 

“Number six goes!” gasped Matt Foster- 


orse was deposed from the proud position 
f favourite, which he had occupied ever 
nee the opening of the betting lists a 
eek or tiro before. 

This, of course, afforded Matt Fosterton 
a excellent opportunity of “hedging” over 
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the court off Throgmorton Street where 
Mitcbelmore's offices were. This time, how¬ 
ever, Blake was visible. Tinker was in a 
waiting taxi hard by, in charge of Pedro 
the bloodhound, vrhoee presence in a crowded 


“ Hullo, you've discovered something, sir5 
“ Nothing definite. Only my suspicions a 
raised to fever heat! I got a seat near the 
in yonder, but I couldn’t hear much < 


Close on their heels at the I 
the detective heard Mitchehnc 
tickets tar Sapley. and a min 


1 1 he run was a good one as far as Didcot 

I Junction, hot after that the train stopped at 
every station, and it waa beginning to get 
dark when at length Sapley was reached. 

1 Blake was glad of the darkness, since it 
enabled them to get Pedro out of the train 
-without attracting the attention of the 
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like a check. Emerging from the wood, mor 
field-paths followed, then another strip o 
road and^a track across the park of a pr: 

come quite eight miles all told. Then a 
last they found themselves on a main roa 
again, and approaching some gate 
stretched right across it. 

“ Hallo, the railway, laddie! That's 
level-crossing ahead of us. The gates ar 


o have hSn D aHesto4?" IEUt ’ 
link not, laddie," returned B1 


“ Look—look at that hand. resting on the 
ledge of that carriage window: It’s 
bandaged!" 

■‘Gulwood! It must be!'’ gasped Blake. 

There was no doubt about it, for as the 
train drew abreast of them, and the car¬ 
riage with the open window steamed past, 
the bandaged hand was quickly withdrawn, 


CHAPTER 16, 
Blake’s Daring Decision. 

■« SCAPED us, after all:" cried 


E scaped us, a 
as they vat 

siflrt; . . 
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He was right. By climbing up i 
on to the footbridge they reached 
passage which brought them-out i 


" Now for the he.. 

They found it, with the odd-iooking oh 
ncys for a guide, without any difficulty. 

"No. 31,” Blake said as they mounted 1 
three steps. 

Inspector Conover stood beside him. 1 
remainder a bit away from the house so 
not to attract undue attention. 

“ We’ll knock,” the Sedtland Yard n 
said. ” We must give them a chance 
admit us peaceably if they like; not tha 
expect they wili.” 

" No, it's hardly likely,” answered Bh 
“For letting me g<y as they did 


should bar 
threatened 


on't forget that 

- .... — in if I tried to hunt 

down, so i expect they’ll show fight if 
m.^ One of them wasfairly decent, 

drels. There may be others 


we re ready for anything! 

There was no bell, hut t 
knocker, and on this the 
prolonged rat-tat-tat! 


knocked' again, 
that anyone w 


pointing to the arej 


” Kight-ho! We’ll do t 
hotter if nobody’s in. Af 
papers we want chiefly, n 


said Conover. 


back the 

i all the 
it’s those 




short truncheon from his 


centre panes. There 


o fotce back the catch. 
Another five seconds and the sash \ 
raised, and he and Blake st . 


le hand as a signal 
readiness in case 
■d Blake through 


ck!” whispered Blake, 


.1 large, solid, metal 


And he l.etd it before 

lid Conover, and seized 
Look out! They’re 


Flanders!” remarked a young constabi 
who had only recently been, demobilised, I 
his companionr 


decided! 1 

‘Follow us!” the 
“ One at a time—not 
He stepped out on 
f — the stairs le 


r were conferring as to 
11 . On this they . soon 

inspector commanded. 




Bang: « 
Up wen 


another shot 


the shield in ; 
r-bullet on its nara lace, 
bury itself in the wall. 

__ A feet 1 up’ 

of the house. 

’la!” whispered B 
ground-floor land 

-d their first line a 

the second!” 


o' the higher i 
ike, as they r 


nd Conover faced this abreast, followed by 
-me of the policemen. They expected 
irther ahots now, but none came. Instead, 
unethimg else even more alarming happened! 
For, while Blake and Conover were but 
ttle more than halfway up the rather long 
■'**- - —oe a sudden squeak of 


lechanisi 
In a i 
warning, 


/ any further 


everybody violently off in a moment! 

Only by a miracle did Blake and Conover, 
ho ^were highest up, save themselves from 

But at the first suggestion of movement, 
exton Blake had shrieked out: “Jump!’ 
Both he and Conover had jumped, and 
>uld now be seen clutching desperately at 
re banisters, and suspended for the lime 
eing in mid-air. 

As to the other police-officers, they had 
een thrown to the ground, but as the height 
*om which they had been hurled was not 
very great, the most serious casualty sus- 
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police-officer, would, naturally, cot share lit 
■view, but, personally, he would not mind I 
the men went tree for the time-being. 

“That’s the room where I was shut ntf,’ 
lie whispered, pointing across the landing 
“ I rather fancy the papers may be in there 
We’ll search for them, anyway." 

They entered the room—all of them. Blaki 


house were engaged in removing to hospital 
the colleague whose anile had been smashed 
when the stairway had tilted up. 


“ Right-ho!" whispered Lack, whose eye 
id been again at the spy-hole, “ And that 
t all busy in the room below. Searching 
>r those papers I expect.” 

“ Which they won’t Hnd,” said GarHek, 
ipping his breast-pocket, " I’ve got- ’em 
ife here. But I suppose they’ll attack us 
id get ’em presently?” 

“ Not if I know it,” remarked lack. “ We 
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“ I guess that tlie double murder at Marble * 
Arch was committed in order that Bryden ' 
Mitchel-more might get hold of these plans, . 


; | There’s nothing t< 
. morning and tackle t 
Inspector Conover, 


them -watched!” 

. ” Bit premature, isn’t it?” asked Conover, 

t opening his eyes. ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ 

I Nior was it! When, the next morning, in- 
> quiries were made for B-ryden Mtitchelmore 
at his office nothing could be learnt of him 
nor of has movements. Later in the day, 
however, came news of a hurried packing of 
’ a bag and a journey to Victoria Station on 
' the previous evening! 

Blake’s fears were verified. Beyond all 
; doubt MitcheLmore had bolted. Evidently 
becoming aware that something ominous was 
| happening, he had taken alarm, and, with- 
' out a word to anyone, had vanished into the 


• to become possessed of the | 
it possible that Inspector | 1 
e discovered further papers, I 


But when the Scotland Yard man. arrived 
. at eight o’clock that night he had nothing 
important to tell. Search of the house in 
Crindle Street, where the burglars lived, had 
certainly revealed a number of other docu¬ 
ments. but while these were important in 
therpeelveSi . as providing evidence of the 
whereabouts of much property stolen in past 
burglaries, and detailed plans for future 
robberies, they shed no light on the Marble 


CHAPTER 22. 

Identified! 

^ EXTON BLAKE had another plan f 


specimen of the murdered man’s hand¬ 
writing, had a block made of it, and by this 
means got a facsimile of the writing repro¬ 
duced in many London and provincial papers. 
In connection with this, he offered a sub- 
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ive betrayed h 

Wiio co 
“ That re 


mv c 
both n 


Id of the corre- 
id Dexter (sup- 
, I think, hold 


gesjfc, why didn’t they rob him on the voy- 

4,4 Because, had they done so, Ullswiek 
would have immediately apprised Dexter, and 
so put him on his guard.” 

44 But if they had killed Ullswiek aboard 
the ship, instead of waiting?” 

“ His death would have reached the ears 
apicious, and taken greater care of his half 


f u> >i< i< 
of the 




'e known they 
them?” 

correspondence to 


both done to death 
The murderers 

“ Undoubtedly. That’s what 
certain that they had been bet 
must have arranged 

bring the plans with unc-ui, unu me uwmn 
of that correspondence must have beer 
known to somebody else. Who. I can’t yei 


Bryden Mitchelmore < 
They seem to have been t 
plot. Find one of them 
shall be nearly at the en( 


CHAPTER 23. 

The Clue of the Crumpled Qlo 

FT 'to find either Mitchelmore oi 
•wood proved to be a ' 


B 


. In spite of a close watching . 


As to Gulwood, he, too, had vanished as 
completely as his associate in cnime, and not 
only the police, but Blake also, began to 
despair of ever finding them. 

By this time it had been proved conclu¬ 
sively that the racehorse Swiftwing—central 
figure in the affair at Gatbury races—had 
been the victim of foul play, and. by order, 
of the Jockey Club, ail bets in connection 
with the race had been declared “ off.” Bo 
Chat Matt Fosterton, the rascally book¬ 
maker (who promptly decamped cm finding 
himself under suspicion), did not reap the 
harvest ho Bad expected. 


taxi-drive 
ie times h 
magistrate 




Remanded in custody, too, as might have 
been expected in so grave a charge! For, 
although Blake had by this time pretty well 
convinced Inspector Conover of the young- 
cabman’s innocence, it was beyond the Scot- 
land Yard man’s power as yet to get hint 


, the state of I 


: Nellie 


of bitter trial, 


-ions developments, he 


_ _ Francis Gnlwooi 

disappeared, but once we can find Mi 
will be well. Albert Moy will then b 
leased, and you and he will be happy 
again—happier than ever!” 

So poor Nellie was a little comforted 
followed out her daily work as patient 


he selling of 
: of cups of 
e Merriment 


_ow!)—when. Albert Moy was 

> meet her and escort her home. Dretam, 
>o, of the happy times in the future which 
(Mr. Blake bad .promised her) she and her 
sweetheart would have together. 

On. a certain night she had been. Indulging 
in these dreams rather more than usual, and 
bad ended her visionary fancies with a deep 
sigh and the inwardly spoken words of in- 

“ Oh, if only Francis Gulwood could Iks 

JPst as- this thought framed itself in her 
mind, the curtain went down on the first 

been all in darkness, was suddenly flooded 
with light. 

Standing at the end of the dress-circle. 
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CHAPTER 28. 

The Passing of Bryden Mitchelmore. 

y^OEPORATION Street, Birmingham, was 


caught the young 
door to, locking 1 


When, a little later on. his papers came . 
to be examined, full proof was forthcoming 'JM 
of his guilt. Without any shadow of douhf, r . 
it was he who had engineered the whale., 
plot, and it was his own hand that hadW. 
struck Robert Dexter down. 

As to his books at his London office, thc.y.'o 
were found to be in a hopeless tangle. 
Instead of being rich, as he was reputed 
to be, he was deeply insolvent, and it soon 
became plaim that he had been tempted to 


)UGH of tragedy and soi 
iy way of completing o 
o a happier theme. 


As he opened it Blake caught a glimpse 
of a haggard-faced man, seated at a desk, ! 
with his head resting wearily In his hands. . 
It was only a glimpse, but it was sufficient. 

In spite of some laboured attempts at dis¬ 
guise, the man stood revealed as Bryden 
Mitchelmore! 

At the clerk's announcement, he jumped to 


e happier it would 
s it would be to 
>re deeply grateful 


Endeavours were made, by an 
the young cab-driver, but these n 














QRAND COMPLETE STORY. 

| The Footman From France, f 

t|? A Short and Amusing Tale from the leaves of Sexton Blake's Notebook. ^ 


CHAPTER 1. 

A Meeting In France—Sexton Blake'a 
Plan—The New Footman. 

POD-MORNING. Lord Valin- 
oourt! I hope you have not 
entirely forgotten me.” 

“ Good-morning, sir. Your 
face is very familiar, but upon my 

word I can’t- Ah, I havo it! You 

are Mr. Sexton Blake, of course. How 
stupid of me! Eh, what?”' 

It was a sunny day at the end of 
August, and tho two speakers had met 
after lunch outside the Hotel de Bains, 
in t.ho ancient Normandy town of St. 
Male;. the English detectivo alert and 
sunburned, in baggy tweeds and thjck 
boots; and the old English nobleman, 
white-haired, languid, and patrician, 
dressed in the latest modes. 

“ Enjoying a holiday, Mr. Blake—eh, 
what?” inquired Lord Valincourt, of 
Eaton Square, London and Vale 
Towers, Cheshire. 

‘‘ A short one,” replied Sexton Blake. 
“ I have been on a walking tour through 
a part of Normandy. I arrived at St. 
Majo last evening, and I am crossing 
the Channel to-night. Have you been in 
France long, sir ?” 

“ Nearly a month—since the close of 
the season,” said the old nobleman. “ I 
am very fond of St. Malo, and so is my 
wife.” 

“ But you have paid a visit to London 
in the meantime?” 

“ No; not at all.” 

“ But I saw you in town recently.” 

“ Impossible, Mr. Blake !” 

“ Then I don’t know what it means 
tlie detectivo exclaimed in astonishment. 

About ten days ago, in the middle.of 


August, I saw your brougham, with 
your coachman on the box, driving 
rapidly through Hyde Park, near the 
Albert Gate. It was a wet, misty morn¬ 
ing, and I oould not see very distinctly, 
but there were two persons in the vehicle 
and I naturally took them to bo Lady 
Valincourt and yourself.” 

“ Neither of us wore thero. We have 
not been out of Franco for a month, 
nor have I given anybody tho use of my 
brougham. You have niadu a mistake, 
Mr. Blake.” 

“ Not so far as the brougham and 
coaclirhan are concerned. I’ll swear. Is 
your town residence in Eaton Square 

‘‘No; tho servants have been left in 
charge, as usual,” replied Lord Valin¬ 
court. “ Which reminds me, by the by, 
that my second footman has left, and 
that I intended to fill his place with a 
Frenchman. It is a whim of Lady Valin- 
court’s, and I must see to it without 
delay. But to return to this extraor¬ 
dinary affair. It puzzles me, Mr. Blake, 
and it alarms me. I—I am not exactly 
superstitious, but after being told that 
I was seen in London, at a time when 
I was two or three hundred miles away 

“ There is no occasion to be alarmed ’• 
broke in Sexton Blake. And in a few 
words, with a smiling face, he explained 
to the old nobleman what ho believed 
to be the solution of the mystery. 

“ The thing is preposterous!” cried 
Lord Valincourt. turning red with 
anger. “ If you are right, if those 
scoundrels have dared to—but I can’t 
believe it! My servants are trust¬ 
worthy, sir!”- 
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THE FOOTMAN FROM FRANCE. 


“Oh, don’t we?” exclaimed Mr. 
Pinch, with a smile of joy. “ Suppose X 
was to tell you that we did ? Would 
you keep mum? ”• 

“Keep mum?” repeated Jules. 
“ What is zat? Ah, you mean ze wine 
of Mumrn—the champagne zat fizzes in 
the glasses !” 

“ I can you keep your mouth 

shut ?” 

“ Oui, oui, like an oyster, is it not ? 
Now I understand, Monsieur Pinch! 
It is zat you do in London as we do in 
France!” 

“You bet we do!” cried the butler, 
flinging discretion, to the winds. 
“ You're a good sort, Pantv, my boy, 
and we can trust you. We’ve been 
'aving ’igh jinks ’ere, let mo tell you, 
while the master is abroad. In gay 
Paree you drive in tho Boy, do you? 
Well, ’ero we drive in ’Ide Park, as the 
swells do in tho season. Every morn¬ 
ing nearly me and the cook, as big as 
life, lake our airing in one of ’is lord¬ 
ship's carriages, and you wouldn’t know 
us from the master and mistress, be¬ 
cause we rig ourselves out from their 

“ Even so it is in Paris, -where I put 
on ze clothes of ze marquis!” exclaimed 
Jules. “ Ha, ha, what sport 1” 

“You shall share ours,” vowed Mr. 
Pinch. “ We’ve been a bit shy of you, 
naturally, but' now I know that you’re 
all right, I shall pass the word around, 
and the ’igh. jinks will begin again, 
Mounseer Pantaloon.” 

The glasses were refilled, and the two 
winked at each other. 

“ I drink to ze high jeenks, Monsieur 
Pinch,'’ said Jules. 

“ ’Ere’s luck, Panty, my boy !” said 
ilio butler. “ Vive ler Ontong C'or- 
dule I” 

It was thus that Jules Panteleon 
broke the ice, and during the next day, 
and the next—his fellow-servants were 
no longer mistrustful of him—lie saw- and 


learned much, having -lie run of the 
house, eating and drinking of the best, 
and oijcc going for a ride in the Park 
with tire butler. After breakfast on the 
morning of the third day of tho festivi¬ 
ties, when he had decided that it was 
time to put a stop to the game, some¬ 
thing occurred to alter his plans. Mr. 
Pinch and Mrs. Meesou came down¬ 
stairs in fashionable and gorgeous rai¬ 
ment, which they had borrowed from 
I the wardrobes of their master and mis- 

“I have a bit of news to toll you, 
Jules,* said the butler, “ before me and 
tile cook start for our drive. We’ve been 
talking the matter over, and we’ve con¬ 
cluded to make you known to some of 
our friends in tho neighbourhood, whose 
families are also out of town. So ■w’e’re 
going to give a little eupper to-morrow 
night, at which you will be introduced 
to some ladies and gentlemen from the 
’ouseholds of the Duke of Loainshire and 
Sir Lazarus Cohen.” 

“ And very pleasant company Mr. 
Pantaloon will find them,” put in tho 

“Is it zat I could doubt zat?” Juiea 
replied gallantly, placing his hand on 
his heart. "I am devastated by ze 
honour 1 Truly you do zings more well 
as we do in France. I zank you both.” 

“ That’s ail right,” said Mr. Pinch. 
“ We just make ’ay while the sun shines, 
my boy, for in another fortnight ’is lord 
ship returns, and then ’e will take us 
all down to ’is country seat. My arm, 
Mrs. Meesou,” he added pompously. 
“ The carriage waits.” 

“Ain’t he a swell, Jules?” chuckled 
the delighted cook. “ He ought to have 
a peerage, and no mistake.” 

The impudent pail- departed for their 
drive,.and shortly afterwards Jules, who 
was looking forward with keen satis¬ 
faction to the supper-party on the 
morrow, left the house, and walked to 
the nearest post-office, where he 
despatched a cablegram to Lord Valiu- 
ooiirt 'af St. Malo. 
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CHAPTER 2. 

The Supper Party-Chubb Make* 

Trouble- The Detective’s Surprise. 

EHIND the closed shutters of his 
lordship’s big house in Eaton 
Square, there was a scene of 
feasting and revelry, under cim- 
cumstances that were not uncommon in 
London at that season of the year. 

Jules had been introduced to the 
“ ladies and gentlemen ” from the neigh¬ 
bouring houses, and the party had sat 
down to supper. All were in high 
spirits, with the exception of Chubb, the 
boy in buttons, who had been forced to 
wait at table, much to his disgust. 

The supper was a cold one, as a matter 
of convenience, but it lacked nothing 
that, the house afforded or that could 
be charged to Lord Valinoourt’s account. 
Champagne was cooling in ice-pails,'and 
the long table in the dining-room, spread 
with his lordship's linen, cut-glass, and 
silver-plate, fairly groaned with , good 
things—with pate-de-foi-gras sandwiches, 
rich pasty, cold joints and fowls, grouse- 
pies, salads, and trifle. The men were 
in evening-dress, and the fair s@x dis¬ 
played silks and satins and jewels. 

“Selfish old curmudgeons; that’s wot 
they are!’’ Chubb told himself wrath¬ 
ful ly. “ Wouldn’t I like to spoil their 

tie nursed the thought. While for an 
hour corks popped and knives and forks 
clattered, and. the tempting viands dis¬ 
appeared. The guests had satisfied their 
hunger, if not their thirst. All were 
very much flushed, and Mrs. Meeson was 
fanning her purple face. 

“ I’ve eat to my heart’s content,” she 
declared, “ and I feel as if I’d bust 1” 

“I wish you would!” murmured 
Chubb. “ Wot an explosion there’d 
be!” 

Mr. Pinch frowned at the cook as he 
rose unsteadily from his seat, and 
brought various things from the side¬ 
board to 'the table. 

“I ’ave ’ere,” he said, “a box of 
’Avanas, at three shillings each, some 
Chartreuse and Benedictine, and ’alf a 


dozen bottles of ’is lordship's old Tokay, 
which is of priceless value. But before 
wo light the fragrant weeds and sip the 
sparkling liqueur, before. the charming 

vowed Mrs. Meeson. “ I don’t budge 
fx-orn here !” 

“ Quite right,” said Bilker, the 
coachman. “ Why, I ask, should we be 
deprived of the company of the lydies?” 

“Why should we?’ put in Chubb, 
scenting trouble. 

The company, who had already drank 
too much, began to applaud. Mr. Pinch 
looked pained. fie had kept himself 
sober, to do him justice, and his grave 
expression won silence for him. 

. “ Ladies’ and gentlemen,” he said, 
11 we have met 'ere to-night, around this 
festive board,, to do ’onour to one who 
’ails from a foreign dime, one who was 
torn in the sunny land of France, where 
the frogs and the Ontong Cordule come 
from. I refer to Mounseer Pantaloon, 
who makes your acquaintance to-night, 
and you may take it from me that ’« is 
a jolly good fellow.” 

“ Hear, hear!” broke in half a dozen 

“ Three cheersh for Pantaloon !” cried 
the duke's butler. 

“Stop, sir—stop!” Mr. Pinch said 
severely. “ You forget, Mr. Jones, that 
we are not in the ’abit of cheering ixx 
the upper suckles.” 

“ I’ll cheer if I wan’ to 1” declared 
Mr. Jones. 

“So he. shall,” vowed Mrs. Meeson; 
“ and if I hadn’t eaten too mudh I’d 
cheer yourself. Jules, you’re a duck. 
You may kiss xne!” 

“For shame!” cried Mrs. Rump, who 
was Sir Lazarus Cohen’s cook. “ And 
to think that I’ve alius took you for a 
lydy 1” 

“ Let us have peace,” said Jules, as 
he. hastily rosp and bowed. “ Is it that 
on this happy occasion there should be 
any unpleasantness? No—a thousand 
times, no! Ze honour zat you have done 
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roc I fee', deeply. 1. b heec-ii. my 

City of Loudon: glad to be among you, 
aod I Iiave, in my gratitude, a little 
surprise for you—prepare.'’ 

'There was a yell from Mrs. Alceson. 
for at. that instant Chubb, who had 
-to!en behind her, had emptied a bottle 
of champagne down her neck. 

“ A'ou owdacious brat she shrieked. 
“ Wait till I get hold of you 
,«.Xhe lad dived under the table, and 
when he emerged or. the other side, 
howling with laughter. Mrs. Meeson 
hurled at him the remains of a grouse- 
yie, which missed its aim and struck 
Airs. Rump. The latter dashed a dish 
of trifle into the fare of Mrs. Alceson, 
and then, leaning across the table, she 
seized tiie fat cook by the hair. The 
hair came off—it was false—and Airs. 
Meeson fell back with a crash and a 
scream. All were on their feet, and in 
the excitement and confusion, whilo 
Air. Pinch was holding Chubb over his 
knee and belabouring him with a salad- 
spoon, the door was thrown open, and 
Lord Valincourt strode into the room, 
white with passion. 

“You scoundrel.-'." he shouted. 
“ What does this mean ? How dare you 
take such liberties in my house?’’ 

At. once there was silence—-the silence 
of fright and terror—save for hysterical 
sobs from one or two of the women. 

“ I hope your lordship will forgive 
us,’’ faltered Mr. Pinch. 


be thankful that I do not send you io 

“ Bui—but it isn’t our fault, sir,” pre¬ 
tested the butler. “ It. was that furrmev. 
Jules Pantaloon. You shouldn’t W 
engaged him, sir. for Vs as fu’.i of mis¬ 
chief as an egg is of meat. It was ’iru 
that entice^ us-’’ 

“So it was, your lordship;” put in 
Mrs. Alceson, as she tried to wipe the 
trifle from her face. “ He told us what 
ho used to do in Paree, when hi® master 
the Alarquis of Lambash was out of 

“That's enough;’’ broke in Lord 
Valincourt. “ You are not yet aware 
that Jutes Pantaloon is Sexton Blake, 
the detective.” 

“ Yeez; this is my little surprise." sain 
Sexton Blake, smiling at the dazed ccm- 


The end of the affair was teal in the 
course of a’ few- days certain registry- 
offices were asked to supply frosh staffs 
of servants for Lord Valincourt, the 
Duke of Loamshire, and Sir Lazarus 
Cohen. As for Sexton Blake, he had 
enjoyed himself so much that ho wbuid 
not Lake any payment in money, though 
he gladly accepted half a dozen bottles 
of his lordship’s priceless Tokay. 

THL END. ’N? 
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